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One who long in populous City pent, 
Forth iffuing on a Summer's Morn to breathe 
Among the pleafant Villages and Farms 
Adjoin'd, from each thing met conceives Delight. 


MirLtTown. 


2a) Fa HE Encomiums on a Country Life are innu- 
GE) i merable. Poets and Warriors, Priefts and 
tek ins Lawyers, Tradefmen and Phyficians, - have 
been extravagant Admirers of it, and loud 

in its Praife. 






«The beauteous Scene of lofty Mountains, 
«« Smiling Valleys, murm’ring Fountains, 
« Tambs in flowery Paftures bleating, 
“Echo our laft Words repeating, 
‘« Bees with bufy Sounds delighting, 
“‘ Groves to gentle Sleep inviting, 
M m « Whif- 
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© Whilp'ring Winds the Poplars courting, 
‘¢ Swains in ruftic Circles {porting. 


Thefe have been preferr’d by all wife Men to the fumum 
firepitumque Rome, the Smoke and Clamour of a City, 


No People whatever tafte the fweets of a rural Jaunt 
with a higher Gu/ffo than your Citizens; for to thofe who 
are obliged to fpend the greateft part of their time in 
crowded Streets, full of dirt, noife and confufion, a Village 


is a little Paradife, 


As the Prifoner, when he kens through a fmall crevice 
in his Cell a beautiful Profpect, peeps at it with anxiety, 
and longs with many a figh to behold it more at large, 
unfetter’d with the fhackles of Slavery; fo He who is 
clofely confined within the City Walls by Bufinefs or Ne- 
ceffity, wifhes ardently to have his noftrils regaled with 
uncontaminated Air, and pants impatiently to hide himfelf 
in the fhades of Tranquility from the ear-diftraéting din 
of rattling Carriages, and all the tumult of Trade. 


Thefe Reflections were occafioned by an excurfion I 
made lately to the Yz//a of an old Friend of mine, honeft 
Will. Barter of Blow-Bladder-firect. Wal feized me by 
the fleeve yefterday morning as I paffed by his door, and 
prefied me with fo much eagernefs to {pend a Day with 
him, iz a family way, at his Box, that I could not refitt 
his importunities. I fet out with him, therefore, in his 
own Vehicle, which fome wicked Wits have waggifhly 
called a Chaife, and half a Pair. Our principal chat upon 
the Road, related to the intended Bridge at Black Fryars, 
and he diverted me with a very important difpute he had 
maintained the preceding Evening with a Common-Council 
Man, who prefumed to differ from him about that affair. 
My good Friend was fo thoroughly animated by his fub- 
ject, and fo paffionately eloquent upon the occafion, that 


we were almoft overfet by an impudent four-wheeled 
Chaife, 




















The PRATER. 105 


Chaife, which carried away the fpoke of one of our 
Wheels: this accident turned the drift of Wi/l’s difcourfe 
into a violent fit of {wearing at the Poft-Boy, which con- 
tinued, fans intermiffion, till we alighted at the door of 
his Country-Houfe, which is fituated about three miles 
and three quarters from his Town-Houfe, and ftands with 
its ruftic Front towards the South a few paces from the 
Highway, fo that in Summer it is very much tncom- 
moded by the fcorching Rays of the Sun, and Clouds of 
Dutt. But Wi] has in fome meafure provided a remedy 
for thefe inconveniences by having made, at a vaft ex- 
pence, a {mall Bafon, two yards and a half in diameter, 
which lies directly in a line with the Great Door, and by 
which he is conftantly fupplied with Water to /prinkle 
the Road withal when needful. In the Dog-Days he gene- 
rally occupies the northern Rooms, oppofite to which, at 
the bottom of his Garden, ftands a few Pippin Trees, 
which ferve to obftruct the view of a large Dunghill and 
a fhabby Barn at fome diftance. Thefe Places he will not 
permit you to fee from any part of his Territories, except 
a Chinefe Summer-Houfe, to which you afcend by a pair 
of Stairs, not altogether unlike a ladder. To this elegant 
Room we retired after a hearty repaft on Fowls and 
Bacon, and found in it a diminutive fquare Table, ftored 
with Port-Wine, Pipes and Tobacco, and right Home- 
brewed. Will ftumbled upon Politics (though he had 
ftunned my Ears, and thofe of his Wife and Daughter, 
with it at Dinner, between every mouthful) and after 
having thoroughly convinced me that he had an unfettled 
head, by endeavouring to fettle the affairs of the Nation 
with the affiftance of two Bottles of Port, and half a 
duzen Pipes, fell into a Doze. I left him to fnort by 
himfelf, and {tole away to the Parlour, in which I found 
Mrs. Barter and Mifs at the Tea-Table, who told me 
they were juft going to defire my Company. After we 
had exchanged our fentiments on the Weather, I launched 
out in praife of the Country in general, and of their Box 
in particular. ‘ Yes indeed,” faid Mifs Barter, (who - 


feeme} 
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feemed very defirous of letting me know that fhe was 
more acquainted with the Beazw-monde than her Papa and 
Mama) “ the Country is pleafant enoagh, when there is 
“ nobody in Town: but then it muft be quite a rural 
« Place, in the Neighbourhood of fome agreeable Fami- 
‘lies, and not a little paltry Village, where nobody is to 
‘be feen but from Saturday to Monday, and then only a 
“ parcel of Prentice Boys in their Holiday Cloaths. —We 
‘“ have no Affemblies, no Balls, nor indeed any Men for 
« Partners, if we had them.” ‘ Lard, Child,” cried her 
Mother, ‘* you are always raving about Men; we have 
«more than will come to your fhare, I believe: There is 
* young Sattzn the Mercer, who has juft opened a fhop 
“in Cheapfide, and Billy Brine the Dry-Salter’s Son in 
« Friday-fireet.’ ‘© His Father, continued fhe, turning to 
me, “is a Common-Council Man, I affure you, Sir, he 
“may come to be Lord-Mayor in time. — And then there 
“is Mr. Prig the Hofier who has got a great Eftate left 
‘him by a rich Uncle beyond Sea— what do you call 
“thefe? I don’t know what you would have, not I: 
“ "tis true they come down on a Saturday and go up on 
“a Monday; all but Mr. Przg, and he ftays till Tuefday, 
“and is none of your Prentice Boys, Mifs, as you call 
“them. But indeed Becky you have a very flighting way 
‘< of talking of Folks. I would not have him hear you for 
“the Jugzes: it might fpoil your fortune, Child.” 
“Taw! Mama, faid Milfs Barter, I wonder how you can 
«talk inthis manner, and before Folks too — fpoil my 
‘‘ fortune indeed! no, truly: I hope that is’nt in their 
“power. My Papa has got a fortune for me without 
“them, and I fhall take care to beftow it on fomething 
“ fmarter, for all I am mewed up like a Chicken in a 
“ Coop.” — “ Lard, Becky,” faid her Mother, ‘ you are 
« the moft grumbling difcontented Girl I ever faw. I am 
‘« {ure your Father and I have done all we can to make the 
« Houfe and Garden pleafant for you. Did he not build 
“ the Chinefe Summer-houfe on purpofe for you? and have 
“ T not let you lie in the beft worked Bed, and bought 
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“ for you a fet of fine cut-glafs drefling Boxes? and yet you 
“ are never eafy; I wonder what you would have.” — Mifs 
burft into a farcaftical laugh to hear her Mother enumerate 
the things which had been done to pleafe her, and cried, 
“Yes, my Papa has du/t a Summer-houfe, indeed, but 
«« nobody can fet zn zt, it ftinks fo of Beer and Tobacco, but 
“ himfelf and Froth from the White-Hart, and Scrape the 
‘Barber, when the Mercer and Hofier are in Town — 
«© finc Companions for a Man in my Papa’s circumftances I 
“ muft needs fay!” —— “ Well, Child,” faid Mrs. Barter, 
“ your Father may furely keep what Company he pleafes.” 
« Yes, and /7ve where he pleafes, cried Mifs. — ’Tis true 

we are in the Country, that is, the Houfe ftands near a 
dufty Road, and has a few Trees behind it, but for any 
thing elfe we might as well be in Stored:tch, Moorfields, 
Thxion, or Clerkenwell, —1 would go to Richmond or 
Windfor, for the beginning of the Summer, and later in 
the year to Tunbridge, Bath, or Scarborough, where there 
is polite Company to be met with in Affemblies and Break- 
faftings: though for this year I would be fatisfied with 
« soing to Canterbury, to fee the Hanoverians. —O that I 
« could perfuade my Papa — but I will never leave teazing 
«him till he goes, I am refolved. — Pray Sir, continued 
“ fhe turning to me, have you feen them? —. Lard, fure 
“they muft be a charming fight.” ‘ No really Madam,” 
faid I, “« I have not yet been fo happy.” ‘ Well, I wonder 
‘at you,” replied fhe, “ I am amazed that Men who are 
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«not confined like us poor Women, don’t fee every thing 
“ that is to be feen — I am fure 1f I were a Man, I would: 
‘© T love a fight as I love my Life.” 





Herg my Friend 

Will, having finifhed his nap, came into the Parlour, and 

cried —- “ Heyday, Heyday — what — all got together — 
; / / © o 


“and pray what is that Madam Prateapace that you are in 
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— “Every thing that is new,” 
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“ who are come to take the bread out of our mouths — 
« No, no Mifs — two words to that bargain. — And hark’ye, 
“under the Rofe, I wifh they had never come over.” — 
“ Well, well, my dear, faid Mrs. Barter, who was afraid 
her Hufband was going to blab fome imprudencies, “ let us 
“ not go to talking Politicks again, we had enough of that 
« at Dinner — you know it always puts you into fuch a 
“¢ heat.” — “ What, cried he, do you want to be jigging too 
“as well as the Girl? The Devil’s in the Woman I think.” 
— “No not I, my dear, faid fhe, I am contented with our 
“‘ pretty fpot; it is a charming place, and pure convenient 
‘for your bufinefs.” —Why now Sir, continued fhe, turning 
“to me, you can’t imagine what pleafure I take in going to 
“© Newgate Market on a Saturday Morning, to buy meat to 
“ load our Shay with.”—** Aye, aye, fegs ! cried W7//, thrug- 
ing up his fhoulders, and tipping the wink upon me, “ you 
“ do load it, I mujft fay that for you.” —“ The laft firloin, 
“* indeed, faid fhe, did make it crack again, to fay the truth.” 
— No, no, Child, replied he, the firloin would never 
“‘ have hurt it, but you crammed fuch a quantity of Tea and 
** Sugar into the Seat, that you had almoft demolifhed the 
“« Brandy Bottle, and fpoilt my fcarlet and gold waiftcoat that 
“lay hard by.” M/s {miled contemptuoufly at this do- 
meftic Prattle, which fhocked her refined Ears; — a Poft- 
Chariot, and a Chaife-marine for the baggage, would have 
been more fuitable to the delicacy of her Tafte. But fuch fa- 
miliar fubjects were artfully introduced by the prudent Mrs. 
Barter, otherwife my hot-headed Friend might have {faid 
fomething not fit to be repeated. When the Tea was over, 
I took up my Hat and Cane, left the Family of the Burfers 
to adjuft their fquabbles on private and public affairs by 
themfelves, and walked gently to my own Apartment in 
one of the fineft Evenings I ever beheld, 














